








THE STAND. 








BY A SOCIETY OF YOUNG MEN. 


Nought from our birth, or ancestors we claim, 
All, is our own, our honour and our shame. 


NoTwITHsTANDING ‘woman has been per- 
mitted to occupy a high station in the scale of 
being, and to command the services of man, 
however opposite they might be to his incli- 
nation and interest, she continues to show, 
that the seeds of vanity and ambition, which 
were implanted in Eve, have taken deep root , 
and as it is desirable that the farther exten- 
sion of these two peculiar traits of the female 
character, should. be checked, we, admir- 
ers of their virtues, but detesters of their foi- 
bles, having, for this purpose, formed our- 
selves into a society, under the appellation of 
Invincibles, do as our first effort, publish the 
following extracts from various writers, for 
the benefit (principally,) of those residing in 
this ‘“‘ Delectable City.’’-—If these measures, 
together with the due observance of the Ar- 
ticles of our Constitution, (the principles of 
which are founded on the Ist, 2d, 3d, 5th, 
9th, 10th, and 12th Sections of the ‘ Direc- 
tions to young men how to obtain Celibacy,” 
in the Square Table No. 1.) do not have the 
desired efflect—we leave them to enjoy their 
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present dreams of happiness—but, reap the 
sure effects of disregarding our benevolent 
exertions! The only apology we offer for 
the severity of our measures is, that deep 
rooted evils, require corresponding reme- 
dies, But, 


Curst be the verse, how well so e’er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy soul our foe, 
Give virtue scanda!, innocence a fear, 

Or from the maid of merit, draw a tear! 


These our monitions are directed, 
‘To make them happy, innocent, respected. 


Since ’tis a truth, by fashion’s annals shown, 
The fair sex gives society its tone, 
*T is to be wish’d, that they would learn, 
The man of real merit to discern. 
When we behold their trifling lures, design’d 
To catch the plaudits of the coxcomb kind, 
And see them flirting with the vile and vain, 
The silliest fops that flaunt in folly’s train, 
Our fears, we own, we can no more dissemble, 
The precipice before them, makes us tremble. 
But still, with all their toil and pains immense, 
Such fool-traps rarely take a man of sense ; 
. Aad we would warn our fashionable Misses 
Against this sporting upon precipices ; 
Though rakes and coxcombs, malapert and vain, 
And paltry parasites may swell their train, 
Yet these false hearted simpletons, despise 
The flirts whom they pretend to idolize. 
The scofling infidel and wretch profane 
Should be expeli’d from vouth and beauty’s train, 
With victims of that fatai fascination, 
Which drowns the faculties in dissipation. 
No general rules, however can embrace 
The cautions due in every special! case, 
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Their own discretion is their safest guide ; 
But these our hints, may aid them to decide. 


What shoals of fops around the fair one caper, 
Like giddy insects round a burning taper! 
Ccelebs, by chance, within the circle strays, 

A man of sense, attracted by the blaze 

Of beauty so transcendent, with design 

His heart to offer at so fair a shrine. 

To catch all hearts, see now she’s on the alert, 
Now plays the prude, now over acts the flirt, 
Ogles, and stares, and languishes, and tries 

To look ineffably with both her eyes. 

Now gives her fan its fascinating flutter, 

And titters every syllable she utters. 

Behold what attitudes, display of shapes, 
Held out as lures to fashionable apes ; 

Each gesture says, “‘how beautiful I be,” 

And every look, ** Lord—only look of me !” 
With Ceelebs, now the charm dissolves apace, 
Her arts and attitudes have lost their grace; 
Not Venus’ self, the man of sense would bind, 
Without some portion of Minerva’s mind: 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll, 
Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the soul. 


The following production of Coeleb’s we 


dedicate to the ‘‘ delectable’? Ones of this 
City, 


Who have too sublime a sense 

Of their own worth and consequence, 
Who dream themselves so great, 

And their importance of so much weight 
That all around, in all that’s done, 

Must move and act for themalone; _[tion can, 
Who think they reign supreme, and at their op- 
Make man a brute, or make a God of man; 
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(But they must learn, in school of tribulation, 
The folly of their expectation.) 


With the superficial view we have of the 
female sex, it is impossible for us to reflect 
on their social condition, without envying 
them their happiness. We behold them 
seated in their parlours, occupied, perhaps in 
the study of music, or painting ; perhaps en- 
gaged in the perusal of poetry or romance ; 
thus feasting their minds upon the choicest 
dainties of the human imagination. They 
are seldom, or never, under the necessity of 
exposing their beautiful and delicate forms, 
to the blasts of winter, or the fervid heat of 
summer ; their sole business during the lat- 
ter season, is to agitate the air with little in- 
struments, made of gold, ivory, and painted 
paper, called fans. The table is spread, and 
they have nothing to do but eat: water is 
presented in chrystal glasses, and their only 
trouble is, to swallow it. The severest toil 
that devolves on the most indigent, is but tri- 
fling ; her heaviest implement of labour is a 
needle, or at mosta broom-stick. If an exemp- 
tion from toil confers happiness, Can woman 
be unhappy ? 

How different is the fate of man! If rich, 
the care of his extensive and complicated af- 
fairs, continually harass, and torment his 
mind, if poor, he earns bread for himself, his 
wife, and children by severe toil, exposures 
to the rigors of winter, or panting under the 
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the earth ; he bews down the forests; he 
* builds the houses, and constructs all the ma- 
chinery which is necessary to the conven- 
ience or pleasure of society ; he commits 
himself to the mercy of the ocean-waves, and 
visits the ends of the earth, in quest of 
wealth, or to obtain a scanty subsistence ; at 
midnight, he sits sleepless on deck, while ‘the 
piercing winds congeal the waves as they dash 
over him; he braves the toils and perils of 
battle ; he undergoes long marches to reach 
an enemy’s fort ;—he storms it,—he bleeds, — 
he dies. —Indeed man seems to live, but to 
protect and support woman.—He toils to sup- 
port, he delights to defend her! Men do not 
require so much of their slaves, they exact 
nothing but their labour. And what is our 
reward for thus honouring and serving this 
privileged sex ? Like the heroes of knight-er- 
rantry, we fast, we toil for years, encounter 

ragons and giants. and slay them, and all for 
woman—And then, throwing the hard-earned 
trophies at her feet, we are more than re- 
ompensed by hersmile. From this it would 
be natural to suppose, that woman would 
manifest in all her actions towards man, the 
Jeepest gratitude for his services; that she 
vould confess her inferiority to, and depend- 
ence onhim. But is this the case? The 
mere privilege of serving woman, is deemed 
nn honor ; which, in the event, makes man 
ner debtor: He begs the honor of waiting on 
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her to church; of handing her to her car- 
riage ; of fanning her; of presenting her with 
wine or water; of standing up and serving 
her at table ; in short of performing any la- 
bor, however menial, or however daring, i 
she require it. 

O what a compliment is this to man! He 
defends the weak, supports the helpless, 
and magnanimously serves, when he has the 
power to rule.—Yet many women, mistake 
man’s condescension to their weakness, for a 
submission to their power. What a pity it 
is, that they should ever forget, that they owe 
their consequence to their feebleness, and 
their elevation, not to themselves, but to the 
goodness and magnanimity of man! 


But ere the sex is fairly deified, 

Turn we to view the picture’s darker side ; 
Their beauty, when brought to reason’s trial, 

Js found a flaring label, on an empty phial. 
These flaring would-be Beauties, 

Who fain would rise above life’s cares and duties, 
With little minds and ordinary faces, 

W ould set themselves up for Goddesses and Graces. 
But when gross bodies undertake to soar, 

Their flighty efforts serve to sink them more ; 
So half-way ladies finish their career, 

Beneath the level of their proper sphere, 

And make themselves affected laughing stocks 
Like #sop’s frog, who strove to ape the ox. 
You cannot well, teach optics to the blind, 

Nor make Minervas where there’s little mind. 
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HINTS TO MOTHERS. 


ar-) Tis to be wish’d, that Misses might escape 
ith) From being press’d, and pinion’d into shape 
ino, Like wax-work models, moulded so precise 
&) That every limb seems fasten’d in a vice ; 
la- While every feature of their made-up faces, 
, Hf Shews affectation, mimicking the Graces, 
And ev’ry look, coerc’d by awkward art, 
He Puts on expressions, foreign from the heart ; 
’Tis hop’d indeed, that simple nature may, 
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a ’ Io simple matters, sometimes have her way. 
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y it As a preventive of personal vanity, we 
we’ humbly recommend the following lines to 


ind! their attention. 
the 


When first they seem solicitous to trace 

The budding beauties of a blooming face, 

Tell them, though now so comely to the sight, 
They might have been, and still may be, a fright ; 
That mental charms, give beauty to the features, 
But pretty ideots are, most ugly creatures, 

That beauty, when by vanity alloy’d, 

For all good purposes is quite destroy’d ; 

That ’twould be greatimpiety, to venture, 

To boast of charms, that Providence but lent her, 
Which, if they merely serve to make her vain, 
He who bestow’d can take away again ; 

That should she ’scape diseases, which await 

All mortals in a sublunary state, 

Which blight the brightest beauty in the bloom. 
And send the charmer to an early tomb ; 

Yet youth’s gay holiday will soon be past, 

And the thoughtless fair-one, doom’d at last, 

To such a gallant, as she does not dream on, 
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Old, spiteful, ugly as a very demon ; 
E’en Gaffer Time, will riot on her charms, 
And hug her life out, in his shrivell’d arms. 


In woman, has Nature such elastick power, 

She changes seasons, as she turns the hour, 

In one short day, they roll through every sign, 
From Passion’s Tropics, to Decorum’s line. 
Thus, through our system, Nature’s frolic child, 
Fair woman roves, a comet, bright, and wild, 
Supreme in art, our purblind sex she rules ; 

Wits may be lovers,—lovers must be fools, 

For who e’er thinks a iaultless one to see; 
Thinks, what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er will be. 
Some foolish fair, suppose that they discover, 

In each male visitant a desperate lover, 

And make themselves ridiculous in the extreme, 
*Till they perceive, their conquest is a dream. 
’Tis true, you'll find full many a fool, 

Would make old maids the butts of ridicule,— 
A single woman, though advanc’d in life, 

Is much more happy than an ill-matched wife. 


Thus, have we made, our own opinions clear, 

Yet neither praise expect, nor censure fear. 
‘‘Improve by them, ere the grave shall claim 
Its victory o’er thy falling frame.” 


Published by the Society. 
Hartford, Dec. 21, 1819.—Second Edttion. 
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